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BROMLEY MELMOT. 
( Continued from page 14.) 
THE life of Bromley passed on | 
unmarked by any extraordinary events, | | 
till he attained the age of sixteen, when | 
an accident happened, which, though | 
trivial in itself, was yet productive of, 
consequences which influenced the fu- | 
ture actions of his life. Returning late | 
one evening from a visit which he fre- | 
quently made to his humble protector, | 
Paul Butley, it being a charming moon- 
light evening, he rambled to the other 
side of the wood that skirted the good | 
man’s cottage. Lost in thought, re-| 
flections on his hapless mother’s fate | j 
crowded fast on his mind, he wandered | 
on, and soon arriyed at the avenue | 
which led to the gates of George B— | 
Esq’s, summer residence. Finding he 
was much out of his way, he turned to | 
go through the conse, when, at a short | 
distance, he perceived a female strug. | 
gling with a man; and presenily ashriek | 
of distress seemed to solicit his ad. | 
Springing forward, he beheld a lovely | 
girl, apparently about fourteen, almost | 
fainting with terror, in the arms of a 


| gentlemen, whose rude hand had torn | 


from her bosom the muslin that cover- | 
ed it, and was proceeding to farther 
indecencies, when Bromley, with one 
blow, struck him to the ground, and | 


| 


| Do you, then——’ 





I+ But, a 


Bromley wrested it from him, and 
striking him several times pretty forci- 
bly with it, left him in a state far from 
agreeable, while he pursued the girl, 
who, screaming with terror, ran to- 
wards the village. He overtook her 
just as (panting for want of breath) she 
sunk upon the step of a stile, and assur- 
ed her he had severely corrected the 
villain who had insulted her. ‘*Gh!” 
cried she, with artless correctness, * I 


| hope you have not hurt him much; for 
| Mr. B—, who is his father, loves him 


better than any thing in the world, ex- 
cept his horses, and will do every thing 
in his power to revenge himself on 
you; for Morton hates your very 
name.” ‘* Hates my name!” re-echoed 
Melmot: ‘“twhy, does he know me? 
’“ Oh, yes,” cried 
she, interrupting him, ‘he knows all 
about you; for Mrs. Nettleby, your 
uncle’s housekeeper was once his maid, 

and she tells him every thing when she 
sees him. And, indeed,” “added she, 
with a gentle sigh, ‘every one in the 
village knows your story.” A glow of 
jshame, for a few moments, passed 
across the cheeks of Bromley ; but, re- 
collecting himself, he resumed—* But 


| why sh»uld he hate me?—lI never in- 


jured him.” ‘ No, sure!” she replied. 


added she, with a careless air, 


saved the almost lifeless female from |“ he hates all that are good and hand- 


sinking to the earth. The prostrate | some, because he is neither himself.” 
Stranger uttered the most dreadful ex- | She then rose’to go, and Melmot in- 
ecrations, and recovering himself, aim- || sisted upon escorting her home, “But 
ed a blow at Melmot with the butt-end | | how,” said he, ‘‘came you to be out so 
of a whip that he carried in his hand. fate i in the evening?” In reply, she in- 
~~Thoughtless of the consequences, | formed him+-That she was the daugh- 
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ter of a widow, who lived in a small | 
white house near the lawn, the neatness | my 


and beauty of which he had often ad- 
mired; that Mrs. Williams, her mo. 
ther, being very ill, she had been to 
S , to fetch the doctor, who usual- 
ly attended her, leaving one of their 
neighbour’s daughters at home to take 
care of her sick parent, fearing lest — 
girl’s excessive ignorance should, 

mistaking the message, occasion a pd 
lay that might prove fatal ; and, return- 
ing, was violently seizedby Morton B— 
who had insulted her several times be- 
forein the most gross manner. She con- 
cluded her simple recital by assuring 
him of her gratitude, and that of her 
mother, who, she said, would be very 
glad to see him when she was recover- 
ed from her illness. Bromley thanked 
her; then pressed her hand to his lips, 
and, not without reluctance, left her at 


the door of her residence. 
( To be continued. ) 
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welcome, when he abruptly suspended 
y kindness by crying out in a mos; 
commanding manner, ** Attention, 
Molly!” He then began some mon. 
key like gestures, which I knew no. 
thing at all about, but instead of pre. 
senting his arms to embrace me, he 
presented his firelock with a threaten- 
ing air. I now thought it was high 
time to run away, although he called 
after me, “‘Stand at ease, keep your 
ranks—balt!” tobe sure, Billy laughed 
heartily at my retreat, as he called it, 
and said it was the best and luckiest 
maneuvre he had seen this great while, 
it might be the best, but it could not 





ibe the luckiest, for in his pursuit of 


me he run his gun through the window 
and shattered it to pieces. — but all this 
was nothing to his behaviour at church; 
for the next Sunday be persuaded me 
somehow or other, to plight my troth 
to him.—When the minister, astonish- 
ed at his figure, stood a moment in sus- 
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To the Editor of the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 
You must know Mr. Editor, that! 


pense, he pointed to the book, and in a 
furious tone bid him sandle arms! and 
when the ceremony was finished, he 
i t wheel, march 
I some time since resigned my heart to| | thundered out to the left wheel, march! 


the son of a neighbouring hrmer. abd | oh, how my heart ached tor his folly ; 
fondly looked forward to the hour that | but do Mr. Editor, tell me what can be 
was to make us one, but alas, before it | done to cure him of his pent es oa 
arrived, my poor Billy was ordered to | 2°85: ow ee 
camp, and many 2 long month was to; 
intervene, before the happy hour ar | 
rived.—At length, however, Billy re-|| If age may be allowed to confer wis- 
turned home,—)ut oh gracious what a dom, and claim the ear of public atten- 
figure presented itself! as he entered | tion, I have the best title to a patient 
our cottage how was I thunderstruack at and respectful hearing from mankind, 
his appearance: imagine to yourself a for I date my birth from the remotest 
figure five feet eleven inches high | antiquity. f was present when the 
marching in all the parade ef military vast fabric of created things emerged 
consequence towards me—on his head | from ancient chaos, and saw it ris¢ 
a fur cap, the point of which was ele- | completely beautiful and perfect from 
vated above his forehead two and twenty | the forming hand of its glorious crea- 
inches—he had on a large coat trimmed | | tor. I saw the successive generations 
with red, the tails of which reached to,of men people the globe, presided at 
his heels—his shoulder the highest of | their birth, attended them through life 
the two, was pressed almost to a level || and fixed the period of their days. | 
with the other by the weight of an en-|j/have not only brought into _ being, 
ormous musquet, notwithstanding this | kings, emperors, philosophers and he- 
strange disguise, I knew him, and was | roes, but have been their constant com 
hastily advancing to express a fond| 
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_panion, and immortalised their namesP alli 
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znd characters through succeeding ge- || There is but one test of friendship, 
nerations; their greatest labours, their || a test by whieh no one would wish to 
best concerted schemes, their most ad- jjtry the genuineness of it—and this is, 
mired systems, philosophy, morals and |i necessity: and yet without that, it is 
religion, gradually ripened under the |jnot easy to know whether the profes- 
auspices of my favour, and were by me |jsions of our friends, flow from the 
matured and brought into pertfection. ||heart, or only stream from the lips. 
I destroy as well as create: by me the | 
Egyptian pyramids arose ; by me they | 
will be demolished. By impercepti- ves ; 
- i :'. age be Of all the various characters among mankind, 
€ acgrees crumble the proudest | no one is more degrading to human nature than 
monuments of human skill and labour |/a flatterer, Flattery is not only odious to veraci- 
into dust, and erase the memorial of || ‘Ys but it proves a want of true sense, a want of 
esteem for those whom it wasintende iow 
the great.— It is by my means that men | ease m for th se whom it wasintended to please, 
asiaes oh d ° 51 ) 7 E 7 d and a deficiency of delicate sentiment. Even 
cnye7 the most esifabre'p easures, 2nd | the wild uncultivated aboriginal is a stranger 
vet while in the enjoyment of them, ||todissembled thought. His tongue is govern- 
they frequently neglect, abuse, and ex- ed by the genuine dictates of sincerity. But, 


‘ ae Aree ° can we compare the mind, brightened with the 
ert all their efforts to dail me. genial glow of knowledge, to the rude child of 
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FLATTERY. 








3 Ihe lover, the statesman, the poet || nature ? In fact, the latrer boasts pre-eminence, 
and the usurer, at certain periods, all || He soars aloft on the wings of truth, looks 
e wish me annihilated, and consider me | owe — paren et upbraids are 
| aon en - |} world for flattery, which puts sensibility to the 
A as the greatest bar to that felicity which | blush, and oak even ne harsher feelings of 
- they contemplate in prospect. yond unpolished men. 
- is the inconsistency of mankind, they | It is necessary for every member of society 
4 always think my presence tedious and | t® Possess the art of pleasing, as it not only 
a ne, f Sd ie @ ‘a unites thought with thought, but tunes the 
yet are frequently complaining t a | mind to notes of love, sympathy, and friendship. 
1e depart sO soon. C. || But when we see the rose of beauty torn from 
Hy see the bosom of candor, by the fatal hand of a sy- 
ys | PERSONAL NEATNESS. cophant ; and all the delicacies of female worth 
i offered up as a sacrifice, at the aliar of a savage 


Itis a prepossession founded in na- barbarity, can the manly feelings of the inde- 


Ge ture to be pleased or disgusted with a || pendent soul cease to vibrate with the warmest 
H. Bf stranger from his appearance ; Suavity touches of pity? Blush frightful monster, at thy 


Che a f fn vileness! thy crime is of the blackest hue, and 
of munners, and cleaniiness 0 PETSOD | tells the world that treachery of soul is thine. 


and attire being indicative of a desire | Thy deadly venom taints the blended streams 
1S- to please and to render yourself apree- of mutual love, dissolves mage of ney and 
ep- § le to others; while roughness of de- ate 8 — neg tt lp seo an a 
ent § Portment and a careless or squalid €X- | will not hold society with such traitors, base, 
ad, § terior, are not only offensive to the |] degenerate, as thou art. She dreads thy near 
rest Jp Senses, but imply an indifference about, — and shrinks with horror at thy ghast- 
the | °F rather a contempt for, the opinions || '¥ °* 
ged of others, and therefore will always be 
rise offensive. 


Vee + em 


The influence of words is strongly illustrated =. 
by the following:—A gentleman at a late fire, 
rom —. +o | called to some men to come ancl word an engine 
rea We must allow, that there are some | for him if Not one would stir. “Come, my 
‘ons Virtues, which, though one would be | a he, “come and ae pit sor 

: lad an hi ail eri F hey a immediately ran and complied with 
d at}5'ac to nave within call, one wishes ne- || pis wish 

; ie . ’ ° 
1 lifeR’r may be called for. Patience is one mapegiion 
7 Nt of them, she is an excellent physician | A gentleman called to see an acquaintance 
eing, to a diseased mind ; but would any bo- || of his; it is a cold day observed the traveller. 
a he: dy desire to be sick for the sake of ha- Yes, what shall I give you to drink? Oh any 

vi ‘ wi thing. Do you ever drink tip? i do not make 

com "ng 3 doctor, even though it were the a point of it. Norl, for when a friend calls to 
yames ofallible Esculapius himself. | see me, I always inake a quart, 
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Where winds the swift Schuylkill in mazy me- 


O’er its brown beetling cliffs I delight oft to 
One eve, as I walked o’er the foot-path uneven, | 


My mantle was wet, by the thick dews of hea- 


Soft sighs and complaints on the passing breeze 





For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 
** An oyster may be crossed in love.” 


ander, 
At the close of the day when the soft ze- 


phyrs blow, 


wander, 
And list to the murmuring current below. 


Where the thorn and the bramble obstructed | 
my way, 


ven, 
And night’s murky curtain had shut out the 


day. 





sounded, 
And a sweet plaintive voice, now arrested | 
my ear; 


| 








To the bank of the stream, like a roebuck I 
bounded, 
More distinctly these accents of sorrow to 
hear. 
Thou hast left me my Catty hast left me to lan- | 
guish, 
And in bitter distraction my ‘life shall oe 


spent, 
Ah may every fish eater partake of my anguish, | 
A plague on each Friday, the deuce take the 
Lent. 
*T was a Catfish who mourn’d, and still thus he 
continued 
Ah why did we move up the river that day— 
Madness seizes my brain when I think on that 
minute, 
When thou wast by the angler from me 
snatched away. 
Ah why didst thou bite at the Shad roe deceiy- 
ing, 
And stain all the stream with thy sweet pre- 
cious blood? 
Now I come my dear Catty, this world of care 


leaving,— 


He sobbed and then gaped out his breath in 
the flood. 
MAGO. 
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TO MISS E on throwing snow balls 





at the author. 
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Only to prove when you inspire, 


How you can alter all. 


| Thoughtless I gaz’d, as on the snow 


Your magic touch you threw; 


| But when I felt the sudden glow, 


That from its pressure grew— 


I saw how ciuel was the aim 


That did your tancy please, 


You lov’d indeed to wake the flame, 


But scorn’d to give it ease. 


Then cease fond nymph with balls to pelt, 


Than winter more severe, 


These—warmer suns indeed might melt, 


But those—what hope can cheer? 


——— + Ge 


TO THE MEMORY OF MISS E. M. C——~. 


What happiness once did the moments soft 


pleasures, 
Each day as they pass’d to my bosom impart ; 
I smil’d as I gazed on the world and its trea- 
sures, 
For it held all I valued, the girl of my hear:. 
She lov’d :—I ador’d her—and gaily I cherish’d 
A dream of felicity, form’ d to beguile; 
But sogn this fond bosom’s felicity perish’d, 
That doated alone on her love and her smile. 
| For whilst we the visions of hope were enjoy- 
ing, 
And her hand as a pledge of affection she 
gave ; 
Affliction, unkindly, those visions destroying, 
Assail’d her, and nothing could rescue or 
save. 
I mark’d the faint roses her features forsaking, 
And convulsively caught at her bosom’s last 
sigh, 
I mournfully view'd, with a sorrow, heart 
breaking, 
The last spark of lustre that beam’d in her 
eye. 
O’er iat pale trembling lips while with wild 
horror stooping, 
To catch, thought distracting, my Ellen’s 
last breath, 
She smil’d,—then alas! like a fair lilly droop: 
ing, 
Sessa she sunk on the bosom of Death. 
Burst, burst beating heart,—for tranquility 
never, 
Shall cheer thy sad cell; or thy throbbings 
reprove ; 
Oh why was affliction permitted to sever 
Such souls ; and to rob me of Ellen and love. 
When the dark gloomy shadows of eve are 
descending, r 





Oft had I heard that love’s a flame, 
Form’d to subdue the heart, 

And Cupid was the archer’s name, 
That wings the fatal dart. 

But ne’er till now of snow I knew, 
The all resistless power ; 

When urg’d it seems by love and you 
Transform'd's the frozen show’r. 


Each night to her cold silent urn I'll repair 
While the winds that howl round me, my 
sadness befriending, 
May kindly re echo these notes of despair. 
There,—there on her grass cover’d grave wil’ 
T languish, 
Till in death a repose to my sorrows be giv’®, 
Then the heart that now flutters forgetting i 
anguish, 





From cold to heat—from ice to fire, 
[t turns the flying ball, 


Shall fly to the arms of my Ellen in heaver 
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